CHAPTER SIX

IT was August of 1939. The weather was agreeable, and with the
hope that springs eternal, doing more credit to man's digestion
than his brains, people were taking their holidays. On beaches,
sitting in damp deck chairs hung about with the children's clothes,
in hotel lounges, in trains taking more people to sit on more warm
sand, thousands turned from ominous headlines to the stubbornly
optimistic pages of BLUE SKY, where, among pictures of summer
loveliness, both topographical and anatomical, Mr. Julian Egge
gave continued proof alike of his genius and his cheerfulness.
As it was not yet the season of football, there was a certain
kindred interest, for the multitudes who live, in the season, from
week to week on the doings of football teams, in watching the
progress of the match between John Klooner and the Fuehrer. One
would have said, from a casual inspection of the newspaper head-
lines, as well as from a superficial review of events in recent months,
that the Fuehrer was pressing John's goal. Not even Mr. Egge, in
the privacy of his office, could quite disregard the occupation of
Prague, or the rather discourteous speeches of Hitler, or die diplo-
matic line-up in Europe. Moreover, the whole of the Central
Executive were getting uneasy. Apart from any convictions of their
own, based on what they saw in the newspapers, or heard on the
radio as they shaved of a morning, the tone of the office mail was
giving them concern.
Members were writing to Stinton Street in ever-increasing num-
bers, and the letters of some of them were nastily reminiscent of
those written to a negligent grocer, in which the customer mentions
acidly that the bill has been paid, and would it not be as well to
deliver the goods before the shop closes and gross darkness covers
the land? If one were obliged to sum up the correspondence in one
short span, one would have said that the letters asked that most
awkward of all questions, "What are you going to do about it?"
For some days, there was silence from Stinton Street. The Leader
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